"MARSE HENRY"

thority, Mr. Sunday discovered "pay dirt" in what
Col. Mulberry Sellers called "piousness." He
made it an asset and began to issue celestial notes,
countersigned by himself and made redeemable in
Heaven. From that day to this he has been follow-
ing the lead of the renowned Simon Suggs, who,
having in true camp meeting style acquired "the
grace of God," turned loose as an exhorter shout-
ing "Step up to the mourner's bench, my brether-
ing, step up lively, and be saved! I come in on na
Jer par, an' see what I draw'd! Religion's the only
game whar you can't lose. Him that trusts the
Lord holds fo' aces!"

The Billy Sunday game has made Billy Sunday
rich. Having exhausted Hell-fire-and-brimstone,
the evangel turns to the Demon Rum. Satan,
with hide and horns, has had his day. Prohibition
is now the trick card.

The fanatic is never either very discriminating
or very particular. As a rule, for him any taking
"ism" will suffice. To-day, it happens to be
"whisky." To-morrow it will be tobacco. Finally,
having established the spy system and made house-
to-house espionage a rule of conventicle, it will be-
come a misdemeanor for a man to kiss his wife.
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